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Snowberries that make a Milky Way in the wood
For its tender hands; calm screen of the frozen flood
For our care of its childhood.

But the birth of a child is an uncontrollable glory;

Cat's cradle of hopes will hold no living baby,

Long though it lay quietly.

And when our baby stirs and struggles to be born

It compels humility: what we began

Is no wits own.

For as the sun that shines through glass

So Jesus in his Mother was.

Therefore every human creature,

Since it shares in His nature,

In candle gold passion or white

Sharp star should show its own way of light.

May no parental dread or dream

Darken our darling's early beam:

May she grow to her right powers

Unperturbed by passion of ours.

For Robin and Kirstie

Again earth enters the cold tunnel,
Warm beams barely burnish the air

Icy and as crisp as silk ;

Only the trees are left on fire:
And we have lasted a year of war.

The summer that brought disaster and death
Still brought you safely from the island,

Left us our lives and the knowledge of love.
The year is not wholly unkind
Whose tide-fall leaves such treasure behind.